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Parnassus  Poetry 


For  many  of  us.  high  school  English  was  an  unfortunate 
coming-together  of  inadequate  anthologies  and  inept  teachers. 

As  a result,  we  were  subjected  to  an  incredibly  canned  ap- 
pro^h  to  literature  and,  particularly,  to  poetry.  The  selec- 
tions offered  were  invariably  warered-down,  dogmatic  poems 
which  reflected  only  a misconception  of  what  poetry  is.  The 
potential  for  imagination  explored  and  shared  was  unexamined. 

Americans  do  not  foster  or  support  committed  poets  or 
large , responsive  readerships.  Generally,  we  hold  poetry  in 
low-esteem. 

Madeline  and  I believe  in  the  efficacy  of  poetry.  It 
provides  the  possibility  for  communication,  explication  and, 
ultimately,  sharing.  In  accordance  with  this  belief,  we  have 
revised  the  publication  policies  of  the  poetry  section  to 
Parnassus . 

As  before,  materials  submitted  will  be  carefully  read. 
Material  not  printed  will  be  returned  to  you  with  suggestions 
for  revision.  These  may  include  suggested  alterations  in  form, 
word-order,  word-usage,  grammer  and/or  content. 

Feed-back  is  essential  to  the  poet.  Madeline  or  I can 
arrange  mutually  convenient  meetings  to  discuss  your  work 
with  you  if  you  think  it  would  be  helpful.  To  facilitate  this 
end,  we  ask  that  all  poems  submitted  include  your  real  name 
and  address.  As  a matter  of  policy  no  poem  in  the  future  will 
be  printed  that  is  not  followed  by  a real  first  and  last  name. 

Again,  we  are  asking  faculty  members  to  share  their  work 
with  us. 

We  solicit  helpful  criticism  from  students  and  faculty 
on  all  poems  printed.  All  responsible  criticism  will  be  for- 
warded to  the  poet. 

Many  good  poets  give  readings  in  the  greater  Cambridge- 
Boston  area.  The  Cambride  Street  Artists’  Cooperative  holds 
readings  every  Sunday  night.  Complete  with  cheap  wine.  We  will 
attempt  to  give  you  adequate  advance  notification  of  some  of 
these  readings,  and  some  background  material  about  the  poet(s). 
If  you  are  interested  in  going  to  any  of  these  readings,  leave 
a message  in  the  office.  If  enough  people  (4-5)  want  to  go  we 
could  arrange  to  go  in  together. 


Patricia  Robertson 
Madeline  Dinges 


Mr.  Nixon  Announces  the  End  of  the  War 


The  irony  of  it 

that  Mr.  Death  whose  personality 

is  persona  is 

mask  only  lacks 

both  center  and  face 

is  only  masks, 

who  comes 

from  Washington 

from  California 

from  Florida 

from  everywhere  or 

nowhere 

at  all; 

that  history  books  will  affirm  the  saying: 

Democrats  begin  wars;  Republicans  end  them 

when  Mr.  Death  murdered  more 

tore  the  flesh  of  the  earth  more 

than  his  predecessor  who 

whatever  hatred  he  gathered  and  earned 

wore  his  masks  poorly 

over  erupting  flesh  that  burst 

uncannily 

into  smiles  or 

what  looked  like  smiles 

as  he  spoke  of 

horrors, 

whose  grass  roots  clenched 
well-manured  Texas  soil, 
who  carried  not  only 
the  weight  of 
evil 

in  Indochina 

but  saw  his  best  work 

decay  in  *68  to  the 

Fear 

that  stalks  the  nation 
today, 


who  died  alone 
one  day 
too  soon. 

The  arrogant  mandarins  around  him, 

the  photograph  in  broadly  checked 

plaid  shirt,  white  hair 

to  his  shoulders, 

induce  at  least 

a measure  of  compassion, 

while  the  mass  murderer  of  Topeka,  yes, 

Topeka,  Kansas,  the  volcano 

off  Iceland,  the  greatest  civilian 

air  disaster 

etch  apt  markers 

on  Mr.  Death’s  announcement. 


Bernie  Horn 


Poem  5 

He  lies  on  the  floor,  with  eyes  half  closed. 

His  golden  eye,  sending  out  rays  In  the  darkened  room 
His  mind  Is  In  the  sky,  flying  to  highs  never  before  known. 
He  held  me 

by  his  crazy  eyes 

motionless 

while  he  held  a knife  and  screamed  madly  about  suicide. 

He  laid  down  the  knife 
and  swiftly  grabbed  It 
then  hid  it  where  It  could  not  be  found. 

talking  back  Into  the  room,  I heard  his  frightening  moans. 
He  said  th^t  he  was  the  devil 
and  then  he  grabbed  my  arm  until  it  turned  bright  red 
he  turned  over 
He  was  dead. 


Sharon  Smyth 


Stymy 


by  Marty  Finnegin 

The  girl  sitting  across  the  room  from  me  happens  to  be  Norwegian, 

She’s  a long  way  from  home  but  so  am  I,  It’s  about  one  in  the  after- 
noon and  I just  woke  up,  still  feeling  a bit  foggy  and  wasted  from 
the  night  before,  I heard  the  sound  of  rain  falling  on  the  cobblestone 
sidewalk  that  runs  about  two  inches  below  the  window  of  the  basement 
flat,  which  I now  call  home.  My  new  "home"  is  37  Lymington  Road  in  the 
small  resort  town  of  Torquay,  which  streches  along  for  about  a mile  on 
the  English  Channel  on  the  south  end  of  Great  Britain,  I share  a flat 
with  a friend  from  Liverpool  and  we  both  share  it  with  Britt,  the  Noiv 
wegian,  and  Maryann,  who  is  French,  The  size  of  the  room  and  the  amount 
of  people  who  live  in  it  makes  for  some  crowded  living.  There  is  only 
one  bathroom,  one  window,  one  table,  two  chairs,  and  one  king  size  bed 
which  at  this  time,  only  I remain  in.  On  the  floor  are  six  or  seven  rugs, 
none  of  them  big  enough  to  cover  the  whole  floor.  Three  of  the  walls  are 
paneled  in  Mahogany,  or  what  we  like  to  call  Mahogany,  and  the  fourth  is 
the  same  paneling  but  for  one  reason  or  another  is  painted  a dislikable 
orange.  The  room  is  always  a complete  mess  and  any  ord^r  to  clean  the 
place  up  is  met  by  cursing  in  three  languages. 

It  seems  funny  to  me  but,, nevertheless  true,  that  if  you  teach  a 
foreigner  in  English  swearword,  they  are  bound  to  use  it  two  or  maybe 
even  three  times  in  one  sentence.  Britt  and  Maryann  swear  more  than  any- 
one I have  ever  met. 

"Well,  I see  you  are  finally  awake,  you  forking  lazy  thing," 

"Bnitt,  dear  girl,  I think  I hear  your  mother  calling  you." 

"My  mother  is  still  in  Oslo,"  she  said. 

"Well,  I guess  big  mouths  run  in  your  family."  Looking  a bit  puzzled, 

Britt  climbed  the  stairs  to  the  door  but  took  the  time  to  call  down  a 
couple  of' swears.. 

Britt  was  somewhat  of  a rarity  among  the  thousands  of  young  Scandi- 
navian people  who  visit  Torquay  in  the  summer  to  learn  English  and  English 
customs.  While  most  of  them  could  be  found  in  the  alehouses  drinking  and 
generally  having  a good  time,  Britt  would  be  in  some  far  off  comer  sip- 
ping on  a cool  lemonade  and  looking  like  she  would  rather  be  anywhere 
else  except  in  that  pub  in  England. 

Of  course  this  attitude  on  life  was  very  hard  to  live  with  and  her 
total  indifference  to  everything  made  her  something  less  than  the  ideal 
roommate,  a fact  which  the  Liverpoolian  and  I made  clear  to  her  on  several 
occasions. 

I asked,  "Britt,  dear  girl,  what  makes  you  the  life  of  the  party?"  She 
answered,  "Vot  is  dat  suppose  to  mean?"  "It  means  your  personality  stinks, 
girl.  What  our  American  friend  is  saying  is  that  you  have  got  the  person- 
ality of  a dead  toad." 

The  English  have  an  honesty  all  their  own.  Besides  trying  to  get  Britt 
to  come  back  to  the  land  of  the  living,  our  secondary  motives  were  to 
see  which  one  of  us  would  be  the  first  to  score.  Not  that  we  ware  starving 


for  sex  or  anything  like  that  but  but  Just  the  fact  that  she  was  living 
with  us  and  slept  in  the  same  bed.  Seeing  how  Maryann  had  given  in  so 
long  before,  it  annoyed  us  considerably.  James,  the  Liverpoolian,  would 
try  every  night  while  I listened  from  the  other  side  of  the  sleeping 
Maryann^— always  his  efforts  would  get  him  a little  further  than  the  night 
before.  The  evening's  excitement  would  always  prove  to  be,  shall  we  say, 
anti-climatic.  But  today,  as  I told  myself,  all  that  was  going  to  change. 

Rain,  is  that  all  it  does  in  England?  No,  it  only  rains  about  7G&  of 
the  time,  the  rest  of  the  time  is  spent  foggy  and  cloudy  with  about  105? 
sunshine.  The  English  manage  to  keep  in  good  spirits  regardless  of  the 
weather.  Spirits,  yes  spirits,  that's  what  I need  to  help  me  in  this 
Treat  endeavour.  I'll  get  drunk  and  slap  the  make  on  old  Britt.  Sounds 
easy  enough,  maybe  I should  get  Britt  a little  drunk  too,  that  should 
make  it  even  easier.  First  I must  get  out  of  this  bed,  put  my  clothes  on 
and  go  out  into  this  cold  rainy  world  to  stalk  my  prey. 

First,  on  with  the  pants,  which  are  so  damp  I won't  even  mind  if  they 
get  wet,  then  on  with  my  sweater,  which  has  been  drying  on  the  radiator, 
all  night,  and  lastly  my  moccasins,  which  will  leak  water  like  a sieve 
and  out  the  door  with  my  mind  and  body  turning  towards  the  nearest  pub 
and  beautiful  blonde-haired  Britt. 

So  out  the  front  door  of  37  and  left  down  the  road  to  the  center  of 
town,  where  a five  minute  walk  will  deliver  me  to  the  door  of  the  Rising 
Sun  Ale  House,  where  Britt  awaits  so  innocently. 

It's  only  been  two  minutes  out  in  this  rain  and  already  I'm  soaked, 
to  the  bone  with  rain  dripping  off  my  nose,  ears,  and  on  to  my  one  dry 
sweater.  Hello  toes,  TOES,  any  water  seeping  through  yet?  No  answer.  They 
probably  have  drowned.  Hello  legs,  LEGS?  What's  the  water  level  in  your 
section?  Legs  reporting,  water  level  nearing  danger  point.  Suggest 
emergency  action.  Emergency  action  it  is,  run,  must  run  down  to  the  pub, 
run,  run,  run,  see  Stymy  run.  See  Stymy  run  down  the  street  to  the  pub. 
See  everyone  look  at  Stymy  run  down  the  street  to  the  pub.  What's  the 
matter  with  everyone?  Never  saw  a person  run  before,  I'm  running  to  get 
out  of  the  rain.  Woosh,  these  people  are  idiots! 

The  Rising  Sun  at  last,  zip  in  the  door  and  go  to  the  bar,  order  a 
beer,  and  look  around  for  Britt,  but  net  to  anxiously.  I've  got  to  play  it 
cool  with  these  Norwegians.  No  telling  what  they  think.  Ah,  there  she  is, 
sitting  in  the  comer  drinking  lemonade,  poor  lonely  girl.  I'll  go  over 
and  bring  some  sunshine  into  her  terribly  drab  life. 

"Hello  Britt,  my  dear  girl,  how's  the  lemonade?" 

"Oh  fine,  how’s  your  beer?" 

"Good  Britt,  would  you  like  some?" 

"Oh  no,  I don't  drink." 

She  doesn't  drink.  Why  does  she  make  everything  so  hard.  Everything 
we  try  to  pull  over  on  her,  she  always  puts  up  a big  fuss.  Such  a dif- 
ficult girl,  but  don't  let  her  get  the  best  of  you.  Mind  over  matter  and 
all  that. 

"Cane  on  Britt,  have  a beer,  it  won't  kill  you,  dear  girl. 


it 


"I  know  it  won't  kill  me  I just  don't  want  one 


II 


"But  why  don't  you  want  one?  Beer  is  good  for  you,  don't  you  know  that 
beer  is  good  for  you?  Now  come  on  and  have  a beer,  it'll  help  your  per- 
sonality," 

"Oh  all  right.  I'll  have  a beer," 

"Thats's  a good  girl,  why  don’t  you  have  a rum  and  coke  instead?  I know 
the  barmaid  here  and  she  makes  the  best  rum  and  coke  in  all  of  England," 

"All  right,  a rum  and  coke  then," 

Well,  phase  one  completed,  at  least  I got  her  to  have  a drink.  Now  up 
to  the  bar  for  another  beer  and  rap  and  coke.  If  I smile  a lot  maybe  this 
barmaid  won't  charge  me  the  full  price.  Turn  up  my  American  accent  full 
blast  and  hope  this  girl  likes  American  accents. 

"A  double  rum  and  coke  and  a pint  of  Guiness." 

"Are  you  American?" 

"Yes  Ma'am  how  did  you  gues3?tt 

"I've  got  a daughter  who's  half  American," 

"Oh!" 


Back  at  the  table  with  the  drinks,  Britt  seems  nervous  and  cautious, 

I think  she's  beginning  to  figure  out  my  little  game.  She  may  be  blonde 
but  she  certainly  ain't  dumb. 

"Tfell  me.  Stymy,  why  are  you  being  so  nice  to  me?" 

"I  like  you  Britt,  and  I want  to  promote  good  will  between  our  nations, 
like  the  Peace  Corps," 

"Are  you  trying  to  get  me  drunk?  Well,  if  you  are  it's  working." 

"No,  dear  girl,  why  would  I want  to  get  you  drunk?  Don't  be  silly  you 
foolish  girl,  would  you  like  another  run  and  coke?" 

"Yes  love,  could  I have  another  double  rum  and  coke  and  a pint  of  Guiness?" 
"Thank  you." 

Back  to  the  table  where  Britt  is  drinking  the  last  of  ray  first  Guineas, 
This  girl  is  a real  alcoholic,  but  she  can  hardly  sit  up  in  her  chair  and 
that's  a good  sign.  Phase  two  is  getting  her  back  to  37.  She's  really 
going  to  get  suspicious  when  I ask  her  to  go  back  there. 

"Well  Britt,  how  are  w*..doing?  Getting  a little  drunk  I see,  Ha,  ha." 


•Oh  yes,  ha,  ha." 

"Well,  why  don't  we  finish  the  rest  of  our  drinks  and  go  back  to  37  to 
ah.. ••  .listen  to  some  records." 

"Btn  heard  all  the  records  at  37  a million  times,  and  so  have  you, 'beside** 
I thought  you  wanted  to  stay  here  and  drink?" 

"Well  I did,  but  I*m  feeling  a bit  sickly  and  I think  we  should  go  back 
and  lie  down." 

"Why  must  I go  too?" 

"Well  suppose  I get  really  sick  and  there* s no  one  there  to  help  me?  I 
might  even  die,  do  you  want  my  death  on  your  hands?  Well,  do  you?" 

"No,  no  I suppose  not." 

"Well,  come  along  then,  just  think  you  might  be  saving  my  life,  and  think 
of  what  you* re  doing  for  international  relations." 

We  finished  our  drinks  and  began  to  leave.  Britt’s  playing  along 
awfully  easily.  Maybe  she  wants  ihe  to  make  lota  to  her;  after  all,  I 
never  tried  before  so  maybe  she’s  been  waiting  for  Mr*  Right,  ME. 

"Stymy,  do  you  have  a five  penny  piece  for  a phone  call?" 

"Yes,’ here,  but  don't  take  long  because  at  every  passing  moment  I feel 
my  life  draining  out  of  me." 

"Well  if  it’s  that  bad  1*11  hurry." 

She  made  her  phone  call  and  we  left  the  Rising  Sun,  it  stopped  rain- 
ing and  the  evening  was  codl  and  foggy. 

"So  tell  me  Britt,  when  are  you  leaving  Torquay  and  going  back  to  Norway?" 
"Oh,  I thought  I might  go  home  tomorrow," 

"Tomorrow?  Oh,  that’s  a shame,  why  don't  you  stay  a couple  of  extra  days?" 
"Feeling  a little  home  sick  I guess." 

"Well,iit*s  about  time  you  got  out  of  here  and  made  room  for  someone  a 
little  more  compatible.  Another  French  girl  would  be  nice,  or  maybe  a 
Swede.  Swedes  are  always  fun  and  usually  have  a lot  of  money. 

Well,  here  we  are  back  at  37,  in  the  front  door  and  down  into  the 
basement  flat.  Come  into  my  home  said  the  spider  to  the  fly,  do  come  in 
to  my  home  and  we'll  make  a pizza  pie. 

"Why  don't  you  go  lie  down  and  I'll  put  some  records  on  and  I'll  go  make 
you  some  warn  milk." 


"1  don't  want  any  warm  milk,  I want  you.  I need  you  to  restore  the  lost 
flame  of  life  that  once  burned  in  my  now  cold  and  sick  heart.* 

I jumped  at  her  and  grabbed  her  around  the  waist  and  gave  her  my  most 
passionate  kiss.  She  kissed  back  so  I leaned  backward  and  we  both  fell 
into  the  bed,  where  we  rolled  around  for  the  next  five  minutes  or  so,  un- 
til there  was  a knock  at  the  door. 

"I'll  get  it,*  she  said. 

Britt  disappeared  through  the  door,  climbed  the  stairs,  and  returned 
about  a minute  later  with  a tall  thin  dark-haired  man  who  looked  an  awful 
lot  like  a policeman,  until  I saw  a black  bag  he  held  in  his  left  hand. 

"This  is  Dr.  Uppsbottom.  I called  him  when  we  were  in  the  pub." 

*1  don't  need  any  National  Health  quack  to  help  me.  I'm  not  that  sick.* 

Britt  came  over  to  me  and  put  her  arms  around  my  neck.  *Now  you  be  a 
good  boy  and  the  doctor  and  I will  relight  that  lost  flame  in  your  heart, 
just  lay  back  and  let  the  doctor  look  at  you." 

I lay  back  down  and  the  doctor  came  over  to  the  bed.  "All  right  then," 
he  said.  "Open  jrour  mouth  and  stick  out  your  tongue.  Uh  hum.  Close  your 
mouth  and  open  your  eyes  wide.  Uh  hum.  Any  vomiting,  dizziness,  diarrhea?" 

"No,"  I told  him,  "I'm  not  that  sick." 

"Now  let  me  be  the  judge  of  that,  after  all,  I'm  the  doctor  you  know.  Open 
your  mouth  and  let  me  take  you  temperature." 

After  three  minutes  he  took  the  thermometer  out  of  my  mouth. 

"Just  as  I thought.  You've  got  the  measels,* 

"Your  bloody  crazy.  I ain't  got  the  measels,  you  bloody  quack!  Where  did 
you  study  medicine,  Dachau?" 

■Now,  now,  I'm  still  the  M.D.  and  I'm  placing  you  in  quarantine  for  the 
next  three  days.  Then  I'll  be  back  to  check  up  on  you.  I'll  put  this 
notice  up  on  your  door  and  no  visitors  for  the  next  three  days." 

■But  there  are  three  other  people  who  live  here.  What  are  they  suppose 
to  do?" 

*1  don't  care  what  they  do,  if  they  wish  to  catch  the  neasels,  then  that 
is  their  business.  A measels  notice  is  a very  serious  matter,  and  remem- 
ber, there's  a fifty  pound  fine  for  removing  a quaranteen  notice.  By  the 
way,  aren't  you  an  American?  I seem  to  notice  an  American  accent.* 

"Yes,  I am  an  American." 

"I  thought  eo^ ' I do  ratheT  like  American  accents.  They  remind  me  of  John 


Wayne  movies  I used  to  see  when  I was  a child.  Oh  well,  I will  be  off  now. 
Keep  a stiff  upper  lip  and  all  that.  Remember,  no  visitor®  and  that  fifty 
pound  fine.  I'll  see  you  in  three  days,  Cherrio." 

Well  if  this  don't  beat  all.  Put  in  quaranteen  by  some  quacky  English 
doctor,  so  now  I have  to  stay  here  for  the  next  three  days.  Wait  until 
James  gets  home,  he'll  flip.  I didn't  have  to  wait  long  for,hh'??was  home 
about  twenty  minutes  after  the  doctor  and  Britt  left. 

"Hello,  hello.  Stymy,  what's  this  notice  on  the  door?  Are  you  ill  lad?" 

I looked  at  the  window  to  see  James  bending  over  outside  to  look  in. 

"Well  Jimmy,  the  good  doctor  seems  to  think  so." 

"Well  you  know  Stymy,  the  doctors  in  England  are  all  a wee  bit  daft  you 
know,  all  quacks." 

"Yes,  James,  I know!" 


POSITIVELY  THE  END 


Poem  6 


I held  up  a little  stone 
It  was  pink  and  very  smooth 
It  was  cold  to  my  touch 
I held  it  to  my  breast 
and  then  It  said, 

Hold  on  baby. 

God  is  here 

and  he  loves  you  dearly 

He  knows  what  is  best. 

I put  the  little  stone  in  my  pocket 
And  I sat  down  in  the  grass 
I cried  and  cried  and  cried 
Until  I could  cry  no  more 
I stood  up  weakly 
My  knees  shook  and  I trembled 
I felt  such  emptiness 

Again  I took  the  little  stone  up  to  my  breast, 
but  it  did  not  say  anything. 

Then  I knew  it  was  Just  a dream. 


Sharon  Smyth 


SOUNDER:  A Film  Review 


This  film  is  a story  about  a family  of  fclack  sharecroppers 
in  louisiana,  1933.  In  all  but  the  brief  disjunct  epilogue  it 

avoids  the  fatal  sentimentality  of  so  many  "moral  tales" 

and  in  all  but  one  brief  scene,  it  avoids  sociological  abstr- 
action. There  is  some  equivocal  acting  on  the  part  of  Taj 
Mahal. (As  is  always  the  case  when  a musician  plays  the  part  of 
a musician  in  a movie,  there  is  a lack  of  differentiation  be- 
tween his  part  in  the  movie  and  his  role  outside.)  Despite 
these  minor  flaws  "Sounder"  is  a remarkably  dramatic  portray- 
al of  a portion  of  this  families  life. 

The  dog.  Sounder,  is  our  key  into  the  beginning  of  the 
film,  but  the  film  is  not  about  him.  His  role  in  the  story  is 
limited  to  the  part  a dog  might  play  in  a family  which  gets, 
or, more  importantly  for  the  story,  does  not  get,  its  meat  bv 
hunting.  This  is  not  a Walt  Disney  production,  and  there  is  no 
sentimental  gibberish  about  "a  boy  and  his  dog"  etc.  The  story 
concerns  the  dynamics  of  a family  under  the  economic  oppression 
of  sharecropping. 

In  a way  that  few  other  American  films or  international 

films  for  that  matter are  able,  this  movie  treats  both  sex 

and  violence  with  frankness  and  with  subtlety.  There  are  no 
seens  of  sexual  intercourse  between  the  mother  and  father,  yet 
they  are  presented  as  being  profoundly  alive  and  in  touch  with 

eachother  sexually.  Though  it  would  be  entirely  possible and 

in  many  cases  historically  accurate to  make  a film  of  this 

kind  of  situation  in  which  the  violence  was  spectacular,  the 
violence  here  is  oppresive  and  harsh,  but  subtle.  Though  a sense 


it,  or  the  possibility  of  it,  pervades  the  whole  life  of  the 
family,  it  is  not  in  itself  their  whole  life.  Part  of  the  beauty 
of  the  film  is  that  the  black  characters  are  not  reduced  in 
their  humanity  by  the  violence  or  threat  of  violence  which  exists 
in  their  interaction  with  whites.  While  movie-makers  like  Sam 
Peckinpah  can  exploit  sex  and  violence,  and  claim  philosophic- 
al justification  for  it,  a movie  like  this  shows  how  irrelevant 
that  exploitation  is. 

The  sociological  abstraction  which  I spoke  of  comes  when  a 
black  schoolteacher  introduces  the  eldest  son,  David  Lee,  to 
the  writings  of  DuBois.  While  it  is  probable  within  the  narrat- 
ive, its  specific  treatment  shows  a break  in  the  syntax,  a qual- 
ity of  turning  from  interaction  in  the  scene  to  proseletyzing 
of  the  audience.  The  sentimentality  of  the  epilogue  is  a result 
of  an  overstatement  of  the  father  and  r;on  relationship  with 
respect  to  the  rest  of  the  story.  It  abstracts  them  from  the 
concrete  action  and  diminishes  the  literal  value  of  what  has 
gone  before. 

It  may  be  an  overstatement  oii  my  part  to  make  a comparison 
between  this  film  and  the  writing  of  James  Agee  or  William 
Faulkner,  but  this  film  is  a significant  break  with  the  moralistic 
black/white  studies  of  the  past  and  with  the  exploitative  "Super- 
Fly" — James  Brown — Sammy  Davis  ethos.  Black  people  are  here 
regarded  in  their  own  terms  , in  human  terms,  not  as  objects  to 
assuage  collective  guilt,  not  as  tittilating  sexual  abstractions. 
Over  all  the  acting  is  authentic,  the  filming  is  interesting, 
and  the  story  superbly  emotive. 


Stephen  Hahn 


U.  S.  Navy  Bombs  Puerto  Rico 


Since  1 93&  the  U.S.  Navy  has  been  using  the  Puerto  Rican  is- 
land of  Culebra  as  an  air-gunnery  range.  Dispite  an  earlier  commit- 
ment to  leave  by  June  197 5>  the  Navy  now  does  not  plan  on  leaving 
until  at  least  1985.  When  they  first  installed  their  target-impact 
area,  the  Navy  took  over  2,600  acres  of  tl®e  7>000  acre  island.  Now 
the  Navy  has  taken  over  tow-thirds  of  the  island.  Also  no  one  is 
allowed  to  leave  the  island  without  Naval  permission. 

With  complete  disregard  of  the  satety  and  wishes  of  the  850 
people  who  inhabit  Culebra,  U.S.  planes  and  war  ships  continue  their 
bombardment.  In  the  past,  bombs  have  missed  target  areas  and  have 
maimed  or  killed  Culebrans. 

U.  S.  imperialism  has  taken  over  this  island,  forcing  the 
inhabitants  to  relocate  and  live  in  constant  danger,  so  that  the 
Navy  could  practice  with  its  tools  of  mass  destruction  and  murder. 
This  racist  arrogance  of  the  U.S.  must  be  answered.  The  people  of 
the  United  States  must  unite  with  the  Puerto  Rican  people  in  their 
struggle  to  get  the  U.S.  out  of  Culebra  and  out  of  Peurto  Rico 
entirely.  Mass  public  protests  must  be  built  to  expose  the  role 
of  U.S.  imperialism  and  U.S.  militarism  where  ever  it  appears  in 
the  world. 

Puerto  Rico  belongs  to  the  Puerto  Rican  people  and  not  Yankee 
Imperialism  or  the  puppet  government  in  San  Juan  set  up  to  defend 
U.S.  interests. 

STOP  THE  BOMBING  OF  CULEBRA 
U.S.  OUT  OF  PUERTO  RICO  _ NOWl 
iVIVA  PUERTO  RICO  LIBRE l 


Earl  Camire 


The  Right  of  Israel 


2.8.73 


To  The  Editor: 

The  political  editor  of  Parnassus  expresses  views  on 
Zionism  and  on  the  Miidle  East  that  are  so  ignorant,  so 
lacking  even  in  the  hint  of  knowledgability  of  the  subject 
so  lacking  in  precision  that  one  does  not  know  where  to  begin 
to  answer  him. 

Who,  for  instance,  are  the  Palestinians?  All  the  Arabs  in 
Israel?  Or  are  they  the  Arfebs  on  the  west  bank,  which  Israel 

conquered  in  the  '67  war after  trying  to  persuade  Hussein 

to  keep  out  of  the  war?  The  political  editor  does  not  define 
his  most  elementary  thesis. 

Reading  the  political  editor’s  contentions  that  the  Israelis 
havedriven  out  the  indigenous  population  to  "carve"  out  a 
homeland,  you  would  never  know  that  Israel  included  minor 
figures  like  David,  like  the  Maccabees,  like  the  defenders  of 
Masada.  Yes,  one  would  think  that  the  Jews  were  somehow 
johnny-corae-latelies  to  Israel. 

Read  the  political  editor  you  would  never  know  that,  reg- 
arding modern  claims  to  legitimacy,  the  Balfour  Declaration 
existed.  You  would  never  know  that  the  Arab  leaders  were  the 
most  enthusiastic  cheerleaders  of  the  Nazis,  the  Grand  Mufti, 
for  example.  You  would  never  know  that  the  United  Nations  val- 
idated the  Jewish  state  in  19A8.  You  would  never  know  that  when 
the  UN  vote  took  effect  the  Arab  nations,  armed  to  the  teeth, 
trained  in  many  cases  by  British  experts  such  as  Sir  John  Glubb 
(Glubb  Pasha)  who  commanded  the  Arab  lfegion  and  made  it  the 
"most  efficient  army  in  the  Middle  East" (see  Chambers  Biog.Dict.). 


the  Arab  armies  gleefully  poured  into  the  new  Jewish  state  ex- 
pecting to  annihilate  in  blood  the  UN  vote.  They  failed.  But 
that  is  history,  and  the  political  editor  would  not  want  me 
to  go  on  with  that . 

Well,  controversy  is  lomg  ,and  life  is  short,  and  the  editor's 
mistakes  are  unending.  We  hear  the  startling  news  that  there  is 
injustice  in  Israel.  Perhaps  a political  editor  might,  in  his 
political  education,  have  mastered  the  fact  that  no  state  is  just. 

With  regard  to  the  editors  talk  of  "innocnet  Arab  villages" 
that  are  the  object  of  "bombing",  one  would  never  know  from  his 
article  that  Israeli  reprisals  against  are  the  result  of  the  in- 
nocnet murder  of  Jewish  farmers,  the  innocent  blowing  up  of  civ- 
ilian buses,  innocent  rocket  attacks,  innocent  minings,  innocent 
ambushes,  innocent  murder  by  mail.  And  think  of  it:  those  wicked 
Zionist  Jews:  they  actually  retaliate. 

What  those  terrible  Israelis  should  obviously  do  is  to  dis- 
solve their  state.  There's  an  answer!  But  the  Israelis  don't  see 
it  quite  the c way.  They  are  difficult. 

Incidentally,  talk  about  political  legitimacy including 

what  I have  said bores  me.  The  Jewish  state  is  the  victor. 

Legitimacy  in  international  affairs  is  what  politics  bestows  upon 
the  fact  of  military  success.  For  many  people,  such  a success  on 
the  part  of  the  Jews  offends  their  sense  of  reality,  their  social 
views,  and  their  metaphysical  assumptions. 

The  political  editor  says  that  "any  article  I write  is  my  own 
personal  opinion."  Here  it  is  tempting  to  grin  and  grant  him  his 
point.  But  etoen  here  he  is  dead  wrong.  His  wretched  little  ttrades 
are  weary  repeats  of  the  poorer  quality  Arab  press  and  of  the 
tiresome  Soviet  Camnaign  against  Zionism.  No,  not  even  in  his  mis 


takes  is  the  political  editor  in  any  sense  guilty  of  thinking 
on  his  own. 

Gabriel  Brahm 
Associate  Professor 
Department  of  Communications 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  PARNASSUS: 

Earl  Camire's  article  in  last  month’s  Parnassus  was  based  on 
gross  distortions  of  fact.  I would  like  to  try  to  set  the  record 
straight . 

Mr.  Camire  is  apparently  unaware  of  the  fact  that  Judaism  is 
a religion.  Zionism  is  as  basic  to  Judiasm  as  the  Ten  Command- 
ments. The  biblical  reference  is  Genesis  12:1.  Defining  Judaism 
without  Israel  is  somewhat  analogous  to  defining  Catholocism 
without  the  Pope.  Anti-Zionism  is  Anti-Semitiam.  (Those  people 
who  claim  to  be  Jewish  and  are  Anti-Zionist  must  also  be  aware 
that  Judaism  is  a religion  rooted  in  Israel.) 

Israel  was  bought  acre  by  acre  (through  Jewish  National  Fund) 
from  Arabs  whose  forebearers  seized  it  from  Jews.  The  date  of 
Muslim  origin  is  622;  that  of  Judaism  is  2,000  b.C.  This  si 
hardly  comparable  to  the  story  of  the  American  Indian. 

Oriental  Jews  were  brought  to  Israel  by  Israelis  because  they 
wanted  to  come.  Israel  has  enormous  problems  stemming  from  the 
fact  that  her  people  come  from  many, .many  widely  diverse  cultures 
To  refer  to  this  as  racism  violates  all  rules  of  logic  and  reason 
In  his  article,  Mr.  Camire  refers  to  the  bombings  of  Arab 
villages.  Those  who  read  the  papers  are  aware  of  the  facts  sur- 
rounding these  bombing*.  How  much  we  wish  all  of  it  could  stop! 
Golda  Meir  has  stated  that  the  one  thing  for  which  she  can  never 
forgive  the  Arabs  is  that  they  have  forced  the  Jews  to  kill. 


Arabs  have  perpetrated  murderous  attacks  on  Jews  continously. 


These  attacks,  e.g.  the  pQgroms  of  1928  and  1936  led  to  Jewish 
determination  tp  protect  themselves  by  means  of  a political  state. 
The  Arabs  ha^  made  no  secret  of  their  determination  to  eliminate 
the  Jewish  State.  This  position  and  recent  rhetoric  such  as  that 
which  justifies  the  Munich  murders  (see  Earl  Camires  article 
in  the  December,  1972  issue  of  Parnassus),  is  reminiscent  of 
Hitler's  position  that  saw  Jews  as  the  cause  of  all  problems 
and  suggested  their  elimination  as  a solution. 


Selma  Singer 


Cuckoo’s  CoMplaint 


Don’t  you  realize, 
don’t  you  sympathize? 

That  They're  all  lies. 

Who  is  to  say  sane,  who  insane 
but  he's  lame,  don't  complain 
Are  you,  are  we,  strange? 

Judging  on  society's  scale 
minds  are  too  very  frail. 

They  will  say  as  they  nail 
fixed  to  a cross, 

"Just  another  loss." 

Locked  doors  and  lysol  floors 

Crowbars  in  the  machines 
take  you  away,  make  you  clean. 
Now  you  fit. 

Got  your  shit? 

Together,  now  work  together. 


Leon  Seymour 


THE  ART  OF  THE  MOVIES,  Schedule  of  Films,  Spring  1973 
Tues.  10  & 2 — Weds.  1 & 7 — Thurs.  8 & 10 
Locations  to  be  announced. 

Films  for  the  week  of: 

Feb.  13 The  Goldrush  (Chaplin,  1925) 

The  Paleface  (Keaton,  1921) 

Feb.  20 The  Last  Laugh  (Momau,  1924) 

Cops  (Keaton, 1922) 

Feb.  27 Potemkin  (Eisenstein,  1925) 

Andalusian  Dog  (Bunuel  & Dali,  1928) 

March  6 The  Blue  Angel  (von  Sternberg,  1930) 

March  13 The  Grand  Illusion  (Renoir,  1937) 

March  27 Citizen  Kane  (Welles,  1941) 

April  3 The  39  Steps  (Hitchcock,  1935) 

April  20 The  Bicycle  Thief  (DeSica,  1947) 

Occurence  at  Owl  Creek  Bridge  (Enrico,  1961) 

April  17 The  Magician  (Bergman,  1958) 

April  24 Pather  Panshali  (Ray,  1954) 

May  1 Rashomon  (Kurasawa,  1950) 

May  8 ^-Two  Rode  Together  (Ford,  1961) 

May  15 Band  of  Outsiders  (1964) 

Bradford  College  Film  Society  Schedule,  Spring  1973 

Sunday  evenings  at  8 Conover  Hall 

March  4 Nosferatu  (Mornau) 

1 

April  1 Transatlantic  Tunnel  (Elvey) 

April  15 Sleeping  Car  Murders  (Costa-Garvas) 

April  22 Flash  Gordon  Serials  "Mars  Attacks  the  World" 

April  29 Borsalino  (Deray) 


